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they were the more interesting and not the less true
to nature. On the contrary, I fancied they depicted
life and society more faithfully than most novelists
with a mor^.1 credo ever on the point of their pen. I
certainly thought the tainted Salome gliding in all
her unhappy thoughtlessness over the leaves of
Daudet made an intensely more living and un-
doubtedly a more affecting personality than the
spotless Lady Rowena strutting in all her wooden
perfectness across the pages of Scott's Ivanhoe.

Thinking of Salome and Rowena, I reached
Mukden sooner than expected and having arranged
to stay at the station-hotel I had no occasion to
realise or even remember that evening in its perfectly
heated rooms the gloomy anticipations about the
cold that had taken possession of my mind early in
the day. The following morning, however, when I
drove out sightseeing I soon found that those
anticipations had come to me not without good
reason. The cold, if at all, was intenser, but as there
was not that icy, cutting wind, driving, though far
from pleasant, was not actually an impossible task.
The most queer part of it all was that the sun was
shining as bright as in the Tropics, yet it seemed to
stand there only to freeze us.' Here again one had to
go to the British Consulate to get the permits to see
the Palace and the North Mausoleum. The Consul
after writing out the permits kept talking to me for
more than an hour and as the Allies' troops had at
the time landed at Salonica, he asked me to keep
my eye on it as he expected to see some rare develop-
ment on that part of our war-front, and with that